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SONGS FOR PLACES 

Old Mexico 

GUADALUPE 

No matter how you love me 

You cannot keep me home. 
Along the airy lane of bells 

Beyond the peacock dome, 

I know the way to travel, 

And I shall go at will — 
Where the stone sails await the wind 

Upon the holy hill. 

The mariners who made them, 

They have been long away: 
But when a wind from Heaven blows, 

They will come back some day; 

And I shall hear them singing 
And watch the stone sails fill, 

Till the white city like a ship 
Moves out across the hill. 



POPOCATAPETL 

Dusk, and the far volcano wears 

A film of sunset sky. 
The valley glimmers like the sea, 

And little winds go by. 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

The jasmine flower upon my breast 

Is an insistent word, 
But patiently my stubborn heart 

Pretends it has not heard. 



HUASTECA 

Orchid, elfin orchid, 
Made of purple air, 

Yours is wistful silence, 
Hard to bear. 

Were he here, my lover, 

Wiser far than I, 
We should hear your beauty 

Sing and sigh. 



TAMPICO 

Oh, cut me reeds to blow upon, 

Or gather me a star, 
But leave the sultry passion-flowers 

Growing where they are. 

I fear their sombre yellow deeps, 
Their whirling fringe of black, 

And he who gives a passion-flower 
Always asks it back. 
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